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This morning, in the sunshine, one hundred
Nazi -aeroplanes have attacked the South-East
coast. Above the city, the protecting barrage
balloons hang low in the sky. When they go up,
the city dwellers know that the "yellow signal"
has been hoisted by order of the Air Ministry
to indicate the approach of raiders. The signal
will only become red if the raiders actually
appear.

According to the angle from which you regard
them, these balloons resemble huge oxydised
fish, or swollen pigs with large distended ears.
When they soar higher, they take on the more
romantic appearance of. pearl' beads floating
beneath the clouds. Sometimes, in sunshine,
they recall the admiring words of Oswald
Garrison Villard, who found them, during this
war's first autumn, "as exquisite when beneath
blue skies as jewels in a rajah's raiment".

The centre of the park has always been covered
by several acres of original forest, which flourished
when half the modern city was still marshland,
and its busy commercial river a placid country
stream. It is here, where the undergrowth is
battered and the grass grows long, that the
absence of gardeners called up for military
service becomes most evident. Beyond the wood,
the great .playing field where the city boys
played Saturday cricket is broken from end to
end by a deep diametrical trench, and covered